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inal Newman. asks: 'Shall he, the author
of an immoral book, be dwelling1 in Abra-
ham's bosom, who hears on the other Hide
of the gulf the voice of those who curse
his memory as being the victims of his
puIltT The multitudinous seas cannot wash
and make clean the souls of those who are
thus polluted, and if there be a hell, a very
hot place should be reserved for those who
in the realm of literature mix poison with
the intellectual food they furnish to the
public under the guise of literature. And
those who sell and those who read are
partakers in the author's guilt. If Simple

Imon allows the pieman to go unmolested
to the fair, he escapes the pains and pen-
alties of promiscuous pie eating. I have
seen 'locoed hcrse3 in New Mexico. The
loco plant is popularly supposed to contain
an alkali poison. Its effects upon the horse
are peculiar. The animal that once 'gets a
taste for it seldom recovers. Whenever op-
portunity offers he gorges himself with the
weed. He may look fat and sleek, but he
has a lack-lust- er eye. ana no amount of
whipping and spurring can Induce him to
show any spirit. He loses all relish for
his customary food. Corral him in the
midst of fragrant stacks of new-mow- n hay
and oats and he turns from them in dis-
gust. He chafes against the fence, rubs off
his hair, and abrades his hide in his strug-
gles to get at the coveted weed.

"The victims of the realistic school of
literature bear all these marks, and where
ever one meets them, in parlor, toat, hotel,
veranda or hammock, they are fit objects
of compassion incurable sufferers from in-
tellectual paresis. It does, not change the
fact that the victims are unconscious or
their terrible state, nor that they stoutly
deny it. To use medical parlance, the ma-
lignity of the disease is emphasized by the
way it Which it Juggles with Its victims be-
fore It extinguishes their intellectual lives.
It changes their personality, and they be-
come to their friends a tearful memory and
a terrible objective presence.

" 'In the nigral desert of vulgar litera-
ture says Carlyle, 'with its sand wastes
and parched and bitter and too often pois-
onous shrubs, the writings of men like
Klehter will arise in their irregular lux-
uriance like a cluster of date palms with
its green sward and well of water to re-
fresh the pilgrim in the sultry solitude
wdth nourishment and shade There Is no
dearth of good wholesome literature. Why
then shall we take the bad? Mr. Mallock
makes out his case, I think, when he seek3
to maintain that Scott and Dickens surely,
and Thackeray probably, are neither ob-
solete nor cbsolesecent. Even ' Professor
Jowett, late master of Balliol College, Ox-
ford, one of the best men and greatest
scholars of the century, was not ashamed
to avow to his friend, the poet Swinburne,
that he considered Dickens as entitled to
a place in the front rank of English prose
writers. Such writers will, I suppose, sur-
vive even the destructive criticisms of Mr.
Howells and Mr. Hamlin Garland. They
will be read and enjoyed probably when the
flash-lig- ht impressions of Mr. James and
Mr. Howells and the smaller fry of the
literary kodak school have been forgotten.

NEWSPAPER LITERATURE.
"And shall I pauso to say a word about

the sort of stuff which is purveyed to us
by our newspaper press a3 literature?
Omitting all mention of the Satanle press,
which is evil only and that continually, is
it not true that the constant reading of
our great newspapers, which constitute a
part of the reading of everybody, and all
of the reading of a great many, has a
tendency to spoil a taste for that which Is
best? If literary clubs have other func-
tions, it is certain that It should be their
aim to do their utmost to form, encourage
and correct the style of our writers. We
must confess that in these days the waters
of the pure wells of English are Badly de-
filed.

"We have heard it said that the style Is
the man, or, as Goethe puts It, 'the style
of a writer is a faithful representation of
his mind; therefore if any man wishes to
write a clear style, let him be first clear in
hi own thoughts, and if any man would
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First the People came by the Score, then by the Hundred, then by the Thousand and now by the Legion;' and they come and buy, and come again and

buy, and still again. Hot only this, but they send their neighbors and friends. Thus each customer has become a. willing
'

advertiser, and each pur-

chase means twenty more.

IT'S OUR
That WiU foriM yonr heme as mcfiestly or just as elegantly as yon see fit, AND OUR CREDIT PRICES ARE LOWER TEAS THE CASH PRICES IN OTHER STORES. We have but one price. Your verbal

promise Ms tne purchasing power of ready cash. Rp notes to sign, no interest to pay; Just an honest promise to pay a little every weeX o: eyery month, We are doing the Furniture business of

Indianapolis. We'Ye got tne Capital, the Location, tie Facilities, tne DETERMINATION, and nothing but grim death can head us off. In the days of prosperity we are .WITH you, and in the days el

adversity we are STILL with yon. ., . ,

America's Largest and Most Accommodating House Furnishers

Brilliant Argument in Behalf of
Purity iu Literary Work.

Complete ami Accurate Keport of tho
Hon. W. P. Fishback's Address Be-

fore the Literary Union;

It was Intended to print In full, ln
Journal cf Wednesday, the adJrts3 delivered
on Tuesday before the Union of L.lt-rur- y

Clubd by Hon. W. P. Fish back, but through
a misconstruction of orders only a xortion
of the paper appeared. The adlresa con-

tain.- s much of merit and the writer i.s

eo felicitous In expression, that the Journal
believes it i3 doing the literary public a
favor in presenting in full this admirable
paper.

"Mr. Itudyard Kipling." said Mr. FUh-bac- k,

"Is reported as saying in London
a few days ago that America is like
a great camp or railway station, in
which everybody 13 moving or preparing1 to
move. In fuch a place the still, small voice
of literature, which comt-- s with its plea
for composure and serenity, has small
chance of beln heard. The criticism of
the young Englishman, though somewhat
exasperated, emphasizes the importance of
the task which literature, and literature
alone, can and must perform for this pros-
perous, bu3tiing, avaricious land of ours;
which, with all its boundltss resources and
opportunities, has, as yet, put so little of
permanent value Into the great treasury
to which humanity muit ever look for
eclace and support.

"I welcome you to-d- ay as representatives
of a tendency in the direction of a better
state of thinaw. The literary club should
be an organization with a distinctive pur-
pose to create, cultivate and strengthen
a taMe for what Is best in literature. The
phrase 'national literature' is losing its
meaning. If It ever had any, and humanity
is coming to understand that anything
sound and wholesome and grand and in-
spiring- in the realm of joetry. drama, 11c-tio- n,

philosophy and criticism i3 literature
without reference to Its source, be it Amer-
ican, Greek, Roman, German, French, En-
glish or Scandinavian. The 'world litera-
ture' for, which phrase I am indebted to
Goothe comes tto mankind of all creedsand nationalities with the same message.
The really great writers, whose works sur-
vive all political revolutions and trans-formations, are all cosmopolitan

"L suppose no one will consider that lit-erary clubs are formed in Indiana for thepurpose of creating- - or stimulating a de-trt- re

for reading or writing. There is reallysomething appalling in the multiplication ofbooks, in thjjse latter days. Wood-pul- ppI?r at one cent a pound, type-settin- g

machines, steam and electric printingpresses, furnish unlimited facilities for pub-illatio- n,

and an overstlmulated and rav-en ms appetite for all sort3 of reading
m.K:-i- i a market which never seems to beSlutted. Hooks, nutritious, poisonous, anj
t xcrernentitlous, are spawned upon ther.odlng public with amazing fecundity, andfU- - hr.rst-leec- h cry of 'Give, give,' constant-i- :--

jrc-? up from the barren, famished soulso iho-- e whose Jaded appetites call for new
Eti-mulu--

. Ioctor Johnson wa3 wont tosay T-jr-n the boy loose In the library; let
tiiTl. "mnu'Je the shelves; let him brows;ad iibitum in the literary pasture, and hewin find what i3 best for him;' by pomesort of elective affinity, I suppose. Thismight be so in a library select?d by astern old moralist like Dr. Johnson. a.Jira.ry in which a proper quarantine hasrelegated to the tor. shelves and remotecorners questionable books, and from whichDookd unquestionably vicious had been ritr- -orousiy excluded with such a censorshipthe baa results from promiscuous readingwould be slight. But that is avery different thing- - from allowing full in-spection Olid free selection among the book6tall3 of the Itue Jtlvoli and back-alle- y
book vendors in London and New York.hi Mailaxne De Mael says that the mis-chief of bad books is only to be correctedby 1 one, and that the bad conse-quences of what she Is pleased to term

. lKumlnation.' aro to. be .avoided by makimthe llRi.nination more complete, she showsherself to be a poor physician for tho souliO follow a rioe of Flaulert with one of.Tolstoi, and then to tone up the spirits bva liberal prescription of Zola and Ibsenwould not benefit the patient. An e.xcur
sion into the dismal swamp of realisticCrama. and fiction, where, to use John Itan-colp- hs rather, unsavory but expressivemetaphor, the putrescent paes cf ToUtol.Ibsen. Zo.a Maupassant, Flaubert and oth-ers snine and smell, and smell and shinline rotten mackerel hy moonlight, resultsalways and inevitably in moral and intel-lectual deterioration.

PITCH THAT DEFILES.
'There is a thing, Harry says Falstaff,

which thou hast often beard of, and it is
known to many in our land by the name
of pitch; this pitch, as ancient writers do
report, doth denle; so dost the company
thou keepcsL' And so the Christian Paul,
borrowing from the Pagan Menander. tells
us also how evil communications corrupt
good manners. The man or woman emerg-
ing from a mud bath of realistic fictionhas ned to clamor with Lear for an ounceof civet to sweeten Imagination. That suchbooks should become popular, that youn"men and maidens should read and talkabout them in an artless Japanese fashionwithout a trace upon the face of diffi-dence or shyness is simply shocking. Andto thin that the pestilential brood of writ-ers who produce this stuff call it literatureand by the aid of some critics are seekingto rush from their stools the honored menand women who should rulr in the libr-ary world by divine right! Because Crom-we- d

said. 'Paint me as I anv-w- arta andall. is no rvnsoa why the literary JackHomers should be forever thrusting theirdirty lingers into the freak and sore spotsof our ioor human nature and exhibitingthe results of their discoveries. Manythings are taken for granted as forming apart of our daily lives alut which we donot care to write, or talk, or think Thetruflle-huntin- g pig has an unerring noetor the excrescences which are found upon
the roots of the oak. but I much doubt ifhe ha any son of conception of the tow-ering majesty of the noble tree. Whtn Iam enjoying the beauty and fragrance ofthe pond lily, 1 do not take It as an act ofkindness for someone to thrust under mvr.ose a handful of ?he black muck in whichIts rcot3 are imldded.'In the Nineteenth Century Magnzlne forApril Countess Cowper makes a strong pleafor purity and decency, and against whatshe designates as the 'realism of to-d- av

bhe shows how the tendency to vulgarityar.d nastlness is strong in the arts of paint-ing and sculpture, as well as in the realmsof drama and fiction. I will quote a singleparagraph from her admirable essay 'Wemay safely say says she. 'that by somewriters of fiction, in France, especially weure given nothing- but the worst siJe of hu-man nature exquisitely described, it may
be. as to stle. but none the lesg to becir.derr.md; the fact that a book is calledpowerfully written not being, aa is some-
times urged, excuse enough to condone allel.?. As we have already sal.i we are toljthat there are characters existing ia every
a-- e tin J in every grade of lifo so uUerlyvile that there is not the smallest sparkof rood to be discerned in them, and if awriter choose to reproduce such a charac-ter, it is intended to serve as a warning8g:dnst the vileness and baseness he isrepresenting. i;ut, in the tirst place, thetruth of this theory of total depravity may
well te doubted. A universal law demandsthe pood and the bad in men's natures assurely 3 the sunlight demands the shadowAnd moreover, in the second place,is in- - lesson thus taucht bv the modernpitiful exposition of vice and crime likelyto be one of warning, or will rot the fale-ne- 3

of the mode of teaching miss its mark?Tne harm done is not only, of course byaffording un education In the degradingthtngs of life, but also, and mainly, be-cause by the assjmption that these arethe ordinary occurrences in everyday lifeamong the majority of our fellow-creatur- es

and by the exaggerated language and forcedfcituations ustl. the importance of the evilIs ralsl to such a degree over that of thegood that all perspective and ?ense of pro-
portion is lost; and even if touches of roodure introduce!, they are not 'intended toform part of the picture, and are far toohazy to attract any attention

MONSTROSITIES OP FICTION.
"Joubert, whose taste anil touch were un

erring, cried out a century ago in France,
eayir.g. 'with the fever of the sense?, the
(Jeiirium of the paeons, the weakness of
the. spirit, with the storms of the passing
time, ar.d the great scourges cf human
life, hunger, thirst, dishonor, disease and
death, authors may as long; as they like
f on making novels which shall harrow
our hearts, but the soul says 'you hurt
r.it. ir.eb'j moiisiror'iut 01 jicnon. wr.ien
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ALBERT EDWARD AT HOME.

Daily Routine of the Life of tbe Prince
of Wales Looks Like a Farmer.

New York Commercial Advertiser.
Two distinct sets are Invited to the Prince

of Wales's country seat; one from Friday
to Monday and one from Monday or Tues-
day to 'Friday, the former generally in-

cluding a bishop, dean or canon for the
Sunday service, two or three eminent
statesmen, and a sprinkling of musical, lit-

erary and artistic celebrities.
You have found carriages and luggage

vans awaiting what is known as the "royal
train" a special run Just when the Prince
Is In residence and you and your fellow-visito- rs

have driven up to the principal en- - --

trance.
There you alight and are ushered by the

footmen into a spacious hall or salon, where
you are received with the distinguished
grace and courtesy for which your royal
host and hostess are so Justly celebrated.

You have only time for a rapid glance at
the massive oak carving and valuable paint-
ings (chief of which is one portraying the
family at afternoon tea, by Zichy) before
you find yourself being conducted to the
handsome suite of apartments you will oc-
cupy during your visit. ,

A cup of tea and some light refreshment
and the dinner hour being 7:30 it is time to
prepare. If you have not been here before
let me give you a word of warning or you
will commit the dreadful sin of unpunc-tualit- y.

Kvery clock on the place, from the loud-voic- ed

one over the stables to the tiniest
of continental masterpieces, is kept half an
hour fast.

The ringing out of the hour thirty min-
utes before you expect it 13 startling In the
extreme, and your maid or man has a bad
time of it until .ycu discover the dis-
crepancy.

At last, however, you are ready, and In
due time find yourself amid the company
In the grand dining saloon, where dinner
Is served in state, although not with the
frigid formality one Is inclined to expect.

A certain degree of nervousness must be
felt by alt on the first occasion they dine
with royalty, but your host and hostess are
so extremely affable and have such a happy
gift of putting people at their ease that you
insensibly forget their august position and
find yourself chatting with comfort and en-
joyment.

The "tables are oblong, the Prince and
Princess facing each other at the center.
The floor, as are most of them, 13 of pol-
ished oak.

In the drawing room after dinner theremay be music the ladles of the family are
all good musicians perhaps tableau vlvants
or possibly a carpet dance. If your tastes
do not lie in these directions, or after you
have enjoyed them for a sufficient time,
you have the choice of using the billiard
room.

In the morning you will find breakfast
served at 9 o'clock in the dining saJoon.
As. however, the Prince and the Princess
generally take theirs in their private
apartments there Is no formality, and you
do not feel bound to the punctuality imita-
tive when you meet their royal High-
nesses.

Perhaps you have letters to write, and I'may as well here remark that the postal
arrarTeraents are flrst-rat- e. There is a
postohice inside the house, which is also a
money order office.

Three deliveries' per day come In that
way, while mounted men meet the trains
at Wolfertan Station. There is also tele-
graphic communication with Central Lon-
don, King's Lynn and Marlborough House,
and telephone to Wolferton Station, the
stud farm, agents, bailiff, etc.

The Prince' morning room Is a room
plainly and usefully littei and , furnished
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In light oak. There you will see such a
batch of correspondence that you will be
inclined to wonder when it will get
through, but the Prince is a capital busi-
ness man, and nothing is lost sight of.

If, during your visit, one of the annual
balls should take place you aro most
fortunate. There are three of them the
"Counts'." the "Tenants' " and the "Serv-
ants'," the first, of course, bringing the
elite, but the two latter sometimes pre-
senting a curious mixture, "

The tenants, I may say, are allowed to
introduce a limited number cf friends, a
privilege highly valued and much sought
after by the most remote acquaintance of
each and every tenant on the estate.

A most wonderful display of colors dis-
tinguishes these Norfolkites, bright of hue,
too, and more often than not dames of
fifty got up in style of dajnsels of eighteen.

The dancing, too, is a study; country
dances, reels and Jigs following each other
In such quick succession that the band in
the gallery at the far end do not have any
too easy a time of It.

Through everything the tame kindly In-
terest is displayed by the loyal host and
hostess; their interest never wanes and
their courtesy never flags, but every one
is noticed and made to feel &a much at ease
as possible.

After the Prince his dispatched his neces-
sary business he generally takes his visitors
round to view the parks, gardens, model
farm, stables, kennels, or whatever his
ltoyal Highness thinks may interest them
most. i

If you are an enthusiast In farming you
will be Immensely interested in the six hun-
dred acres of land farmed on scientific prin-
ciples. Every known Improvement in ma-
chinery, etc, is introduced with results of
as near perfection as possible in crope.

The Prince looks a genuine farmer os
he tramps through the fields in true Nor-
folk garb of tweed and gaiters; and it does
not require much attention to find from his
conversation that he quite understands
what he is talking about, so it behoove one
to rub up his weak points in this direction.

The model dairy is a picture, but here
the preference must be given to that owned
by the Princess. It is a Swiss cottage, con-
taining five rooms, one of the five being a
very pretty tea room, and here her Royal
Hlghnes3 sometimes favor3 her friends
with the "cup that cheers," often, too, cut-
ting bread and butter and cake with her
own fair hands.

Moreover, the same hands have often
made the butter that is used, as each of the
ladies of the family Is skilled in dairy man-
agement, and capable of turning out a
good, honest pat of creamy Norfolk. Merry
times they have had in this cottage, ar-
rayed in apron and sleeves, . doing the
real work, not merely giving directions.

On Sunday morning everybody goes to
the .little- - church of St. Mary Magdalene,
in the park.

The Prince and Princess set the example
by their regular and punctual attendance,
the Princess and ladies generally driving,
the Prince and gentlemen walking by the
private footway.

The Sunday afternoon is quietly spent in
the house or grounds, then In the evening
some may perhaps drive to West Newton
or Wolferton Church the Prince, Princess
and family often do while others may pre-
fer to stay la for the music or reading.

Mangled in Transit.
Boston Transcript.

Mr. Spooney (to manager) I want you to
say to Miss Buskin that I do not regard
her as an actress, but as an artist.

Manager All right, old man. To Miss
B. I say. Spooney is dead gone on you. Hesays you are an artist, but no actress.

write a nooie styie, let mm nrst possess a
noble soul An! nothing conduces so pow-full- y

to give one a lucid form of expres-
sion as a constant and increasing famil-
iarity with the classics. I do not use the
term classic in the scholastic sense which
would limit Its application to the master-
pieces of Greek and Roman literature, but
with the larger meaning which comprises
what are the choicest and bent productions
of all times, ancient and modern. The
treat French Critic, St. Beuve, in his essay
entitled 'What Is a Classic?' ives a dettnl-tio- n

which my Imperfect acquaintance with
the French language will not enable me to
translate accurately and I can only hope
to reive its spirit. He says: A true classic
such as I love to define it is an author who
has enriched the human understanding, who
has really augmented its treasure, who has
enabled it to make one step more on the
line of improvement, who has disclosed
some really new truth or excited some new
passion in hearts where everything seemed
to have been known and explored, who
has expressed his thought in a large way,
sane and beautiful in itself; who has talked
to everybody in a style tnat is new without
neologism new and antique "at the same
time the contemporary of all ages That
which has made and kept the French
language so pure, that which has made it
the serviceable medium of expression for
all civilized nations in International affairs,
that which has almost Justified the extrava-gant boast of one of the gTeat critics 'that
it is the only language that has honesty
attached to Its genius, that it so sure,
serviceable and reasonable; that It is, in
fact, no longer tho French language, but
the human language;' that which has pre-
served in it all these excellencies is - the
watchful and Jealous care of the learned
men of France and the Academy who have
for more than two centuries frowned upon
all attempts to adulterate their vocabulary
by the introduction of new and equivocal
words which are the cause of so much that 4
Is obscure in the modern English prose
writers.

"I cannot accept the canon of Mr. Pater,
that because human life has become more
complex it is necessary to Fpeak
or write In a gibberish equally
complex and difficult to understand.
Pascal, who may be said to
have llxed the French language in the
seventeenth eentur in whose writings
there ts not a single obsolete word, whose
genius for clearness of expression has never
been surpassed, said of his style, which
amazed his contemporaries, that in writing,
it was his habit to write four words anderns three. Middling writers, as well as
middling poets, are an offense to gods and
men. The fussy anxiety for present recog-
nition, the shouldering to the front, which
is in such perfect keeping with our busy,
hurrying American life, which Mr. Kipling
aptly compares to a crowd at a railway
station, degrades and consigns to early
obscurity and perpetual oblivion many
writers who. working with more patience
and care, might be of permanent service
to mankind.

"Jean Paul, who knew what poverty and
lack of recognition meant in" all their bit-terne- ?,

could say, 'It would be my greatest
reward If at the end of twenty years some
reader as many years old 6hould return
thanks to me that tne book he is then
reading was read by his parents. Dut Itlch-te- r

Mer Elnzlge as the Germans love to
call him. worked ujon a different plane and
from different motives from those that in-
spire the brood of middling writers who,
like buzzing insects to whom they have
been compared, only have a capacity forannoyance. It may be possible that we
may be living in the day of small things
and should not despse them, but comfort
ourselves with the philosophy of our quaint
old friend. Sir Thomas Mrowne, who tells
us not to seek for whales In the Euxlne
sea or expect great matters where they
are not to be found. Schopenhauer says thegreat cause of the degradation .of style
comes from the neglect of the classics,
and over and over again Goethe, speaking
from his great height, and sweeping so wide
a horizon with his clear vision, is telling us
that there is through all art and literature,
which is one of the greatest forms of art,
a filiation. 'If you will see, says he, 'a
great master, you will always find that he
used what was good in his predecessors,
and that it was this which made him great
And again he says, 'a noble man, one in

'whose soul God has placed the capability
for future greatness of character and ele-
vation of mind, will, by a knowledge of
and familiar intercourse with the elevated
natures of the ancients, every day make
a visible approximation to such greatness.

"The writer or artist who piques himself
upon h's originality as his chief claim tr
merit never does anything In a grand and
perfect way. The greatest masters have
never hesitated to appropriate and use
what their predecessors have done; it is
the way in which it is used that Justifies
or condemns the appropriation.

AS TO THE POETS.
"And what shall we say of our sweet

singers, the poets? If. as Mr. Matthew
Arnold prophesies, the future of poetry Is
to be immense, we must modestly admit
that the poetry of the present, test-
ed by any adequate standard of criti-
cism, is, except in the matter of bulk, not
Immense. No one who has not been a
newspaper editor can form the remotest
conception of the quantity of rhyminj?
nonsense which oay by day goes to the
waste-bask-et and paper mill. Much
of it survives this fate and lives
its brief day In tho so-call- ed "poet's
corner A great many humane, well-meaiUn- g"

una otherwise sensible peo-
ple are apt to mistake the very com-
mon and easily acquired talent for rhym-
ing for the divine atllatus which Inspires
the true poet. 'To write prose says Goethe,
'one must have something to say, but he
who has nothing to say can still make
verses and rhymes, where one wordsuggests the other, and at last comes out,
which in fact Is nothing, but looks like
something.' Our own sweet singer. James
Whlteomo Riley, whose great farrro Is only
equaled by hU modesty, e peaks, of bixassU

We show them in handsome new
fahrics Scotches, Homespuns,
Tweeds, Serges, Worsteds, Silk
Mixtures, Etc. '

We are making these clotlis
up into handsome BUSINESS
SUITS, at only

71 and 73
W. Washington

In homely phrase as being nothing more
than the whistle or medium through which
come to us such ravishing strains of
music. The poets and the fjreat soprano
singers are rare birds. We are fortunate
If we have one ojr two in a century. Physi-
cians who have had occasion to look Into
th throats of such warblers at Patti,
Nilsson and Parepa tell us that in the
formation of their larynxes and vocal
chords thev find an explanation of that
power which enables such singers to hold
and thrill their audiences. I suppose that
the throat of a nightingale or a skylark
is not constructed on the same plan as
that of the jackdaw or Jay bird, and no
amount of tongue splitting or training will
enable jack or jay to rival his gifted fel-

lows of the grove and meadow. It is cruel
to the bird and excruciating to others to
force him into such uneaual and hopeless
competition. I would not be understood as
trying to discourage the efforts of young
poets. If they have the genuine gift it will
reveal itself not only to themselves but to
the world also. But they should be quite
sure that tney have It. 'It Is pitiful.' says
a French critic, 'to see so many volumes
of poetry written with so much trouble and
care fall from the paternal bosom,
where they have been nurtured and
caressed, into a world of Indifference.
Of our very best poets, If we jexcept a
few great names how much have they
written which lacks the element of perma-
nence? Mr. Arnold has done an immense
service to Wordsworth's fame by collecting
and condensing into one small volume most
of the poet's work which Is truly classic.
And Robert Browning, realizing, before he
died, that many readers would be appalled
at the numerous volumes he had published,
had the wit to put in a compact and con-
venient form that which he deemed best of
his productions. In all that I have been say-
ing I realize what was said of Schlegel's
criticlsi-- i of Euripides that one who enters
upon such a work should do it on bended
knees; and so I feel in saying aught, by
wav of faultfinding, of the poets.

"There is one class, however, whose In-

fluence cannot be salutary. They have been
called the lazaretto poets, who, it has been
said, write as if they were ill. A com-
panion who, unsolicited, pours into your
ears the story of his bodily ailments, hqw-ev- er

well intentloned his efforts.does little to
mltignte the asperities of railway travel.
And the groaning poet who is always tell-
ing us how miserably he t els, and is fcr-ev- er

trying to analyze and explain f tis
the pain he experience in his aln insides,
as Jeannie Carlyle phrased it. Is not inter-
esting to others. It Is said that nightingales
s:ng sweeter for anting caterpillars, but
the nightingale doe not sing about Ms
caterpillar diet. Shelley cou'd say that:

N " 'Most wretched men
Are cradled Into poetry by wrong.
They learn in suffering what they teach in'song
but when they sing their best they appeal
to universal human experience, and do not
dilate upon their person al grievances.

Uut 1 must close. It is my purpose t
make a plea for a high standard in liter-
ary taste. When and as long as we can
have the best, there is no excuse for frit-
tering away our time upon what is com-
mon and inferior, I am not concerned
about the fate of our national literature-so-call-ed.

It will take care of Itself In
due time. If we cannot to-d- ay point to
much In the way of achievement, let ua
consider that we are youug. and that our
field of opportunity Is boundless. Above
all things, let us cultivate the habit of
keeping our minds open: let us be hospit-
able and receptive to ail that is true, and
honest, and pure, and lovely, and of good
report; let us be unsparing in our condem-
nation of what is false and meretricious.
Judgment. says Rivarol. 'approves or con-
demns; taste enjoys, suffers. Its laws are
delicate and sacred. It give? its vote upon
a irlance of the eye. Its loves, its hate, its
enthusiasms, its indignations are quick.
Men of taste are the high justiciars of lit-
erature; the spirit of criticism is a spirit
of order. It knows the offenders against
good taste and carries them to the tri-
bunal of ridicule; it is ravished by beauty,
transported by the sublime, and is furious
acalnst mediocrity M
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may be found in boo.Ksviiers s tails, hnve no
place . in literature. A Jesuit father writ-ir- g

recently on the pub feet cf tn 'Future
Pur.i5hir.'rf says; 'If there is a sin which
merely 0:1 thclTC principles merits the
i.-ver-

et pairiH of heil. It Is the autliorshlp
a U4 took,'-a-u- Li the socic lias-Car-


